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Chanson du Coeur 


Author's Notes: 

I'm not sure if this is what the submitter was looking for, but the idea hit me like a runaway train and | just 
had to write it. | messed around with the style a bit too, so it's ended up as a sort of stream-of- 
consciousness thing. Cheesy, and the first time I've written a smut scene that | actually wanted to post, but | 


hope you like it! 


To most people, we would be seen as perfect opposites. l'm tall, he's short. His hair is a beautiful natural 
blonde, I've been dyeing mine black for so long that most people forget that it was ever any other colour. I've 


been described as solemn and brooding, but he never seems to stop smiling. 
He isn't smiling right now. 
He's sitting on the side of the bed with that sad look in his eyes, like he can see what is running through my 


mind. He can't change it, but he does this for me and it's more that | could ever ask of him. But | do ask it of 
him, and that's the crux of the matter, now isn't it? 


| tug experimentally on the strips of fabric keeping my wrists anchored to the bedposts. The first few times 
we did this he used handcuffs instead, but he switched to fabric ties after getting a good look at the red 


marks where the steel cut into my skin. In a strange way, | miss the handcuffs. They suited me better. 


My ankles are tied to the foot of the bed in the same way, so I'm stuck lying spread-eagle on the mattress. 
He hasn't blindfolded me yet, so | can still see his face. Those beautiful blue eyes with hints of smile-lines at 
the corners, the slight flush across his cheeks, the strands of pale gold hair, almost white, that frames his 

face so perfectly. He looks like an angel of mercy, sent to take me away to heaven on his wings. Sometimes | 
wish he was, though | promised him years ago that | wouldn't think about things like that again. | promised I'd 


keep myself and my dreams here on earth. I'm very good at keeping promises. 


He leans forward and brushes the pads of his fingers across my cheek, as if wiping away the tears that | 
should be crying but can't. He's looking sadly down at me, as if he can tell what I'm thinking. Leaning forward, 
he presses soft kisses to my cheeks, then to my lips. When he pulls away | can see the shine in his eyes, as if 
he is on the edge of tears. Why is it always him crying for me, when I'm the broken one? | wish | could take 
away those tears he cries for me, find some way for me to be happy enough to live the way he wishes | 
could. He told me once, when we'd both had a bit too much to drink, that he feels that way too. He cries for 
me because he wishes that he could make me as happy as he always is. | started to cry at that, and Jukka 
found us in the morning asleep in a puddle of vodka and tears. 


Oh, what a pair we make, the two of us. He is still stroking my face, looking down at me with those sad eyes, 
brighter blue than the sky coldest winter day in Lappi. He's never really understood how it works for me, how | 
feel safest when l'm bound and naked at his mercy. I'd tried to explain it to him once, but he'd just smiled. "It 
doesn't matter why it makes you happy, Kulta" he'd said. "As long as it still makes you feel happy, it makes me 
happy to do it for you." And so we find ourselves here yet again, and | can't help but smile. Such a beautiful, 
kind soul, so much better than | deserve. | give the ties that bind my wrists another tug, and his hand moves 
to my wrist, gently keeping it still My cheek still feels warm where he had been touching it. 


"None of that, kulta Relax." 


As if his words are a spell of some sort, | obey. | let my hands go still and let the tension slowly leak from my 
back and shoulders, his hand rubbing soothing circles on my wrist, pressing another soft kiss to my lips. He 
pulls away, murmuring reassurances as his hand leaves mine. Gently, ever so gently, he lifts my head from 
the pillow and tied another cloth around my eyes. | never like this part at first, but in the end it makes it all 
so much better. Everything is so much more intense when the world is dark, and there's nothing to see and 


everything to feel 
“That's it, just relax and let go". 


His voice is the only thing that matters now, washing over me like water. | can hear from his voice that he's 
smiling like he usually does. He can never stay sad for long, there is too much light in him. | feel him kissing 
me again, deeper, and | feel like | could get lost in the warmth of his lips and his smile against mine. When he 
pulls away the last of the tension has left me, | slump against the bed and pant for breath. He always tells me 


that | look beautiful like this, just as he begins to make me fall apart. I'm never sure if | should believe him, 
but the reverence in his voice takes me by surprise every time. His lips move from mine, and he begins to 
press kisses down my neck towards my collarbone, leaving trails of fire where he touches me. | can't help 
when my head tilts back, shoulders pressed to the bed to give him better access as he continues to make his 


way lower. 
‘Relax, kulta. l'm not going to rush, we have plenty of time still” 


When | sink back into the bed | can feel him smile against the sensitive skin where my neck meets my 
shoulder. He nips gently, and this time | stay still. He makes his way still lower until he is teasing my nipple, and 
he laughs softly when my breathing deepens in anticipation. He moves across to tease the other, and then 
continues his way down. He's using his hands now too, pinching and teasing and caressing my chest and sides. | 
wish | could see him, the reverence with which he touches my body, the places where his golden hair trails 
along my skin, but my mind can paint its own picture without aid from my eyes. He presses a kiss to my navel 
and now his hands are on my hips, thumbs rubbing circles over my hipbones. Everywhere that his fingers and 
his lips touch is on fire, and I'm tied in place for him to take. Burn me alive, | want to beg. Turn me fo ash and 
dust. Carry me away fo heaven on your wings, my angel. | would beg, if | could speak, but those words that | 
usually can't seem to stop have now left me. A kiss to the inside of my thigh, | gasp, and he chuckles again. His 
hands are still on my hips, and now the anticipation burns as much as his touches. I'm still begging silently, my 


lungs heaving too hard to make any sound that could be recognized as speech even as my lips form the words. 


And then he swallows me to the root, and all that is left in the world is flames. I'm arching from the bed, 
gasping his name in between curses and prayers and sounds that mean nothing at all. The things that he does 
with those lips and tongue of his would drive far stronger men than | to madness, and | can do nothing but let 
myself be carried away with the tide. One hand toys with my balls, and the other has found its way further 
back and is teasing my entrance, the shockingly cold lube that he pulled from somewhere a sharp contrast to 
the fire in my blood. And then he pushes in, angling his fingers just right and swallowing me down again all in 
one, and the fireworks that go off behind my eyes would have blinded me even if the cloth that covers them 


didn't. For the first time | make a sound, and | come with his name on my lips. 
"Emppu, my love, my angel, my everything" 
And then all that is left in the world is black and his voice in my ear, and the gentle touch of his hands as he 


unties my wrists and ankles. He gently uncovers my eyes and the first thing | see is the blue of the sky in his 
eyes, the gold of the sun in his hair, and the peace | always find myself searching for in his angel's smile. 


